To an unfetter'd Soul's quick nimble haste

Are falling stars and hearts thoughts but slow pac'd,

Thinner than burnt air flies this Soul, and she,

Whom four new coming and four parting suns

Had found, and left the mandrake's tenant, runs,

Thoughtless of change, when her firm destiny

Confin'd and enjail'd her that seem'd so free

Into a* small blew shell, the which a poor

Warm bird o'erspread, and sat still evermore,

Till her enclos'd child kick'd, and pick'd itself a door.

Out crept a sparrow, this Soul's moving inn,

On whose raw arms stiff feathers now begin,

As children's teeth through gums,-to break with pain;

His flesh is jelly yet, and his bones threads; -

All a new downy mantle overspreads:

A mouth he opes, which would as much contain

As his late house, and the first hour speaks plain,

And chirps aloud for meat: meat fit for men

His father steals for him, and so feeds then

One that within a month will beat him from his hen.

In this world's youth wise Nature did make haste,
Things riperfd sooner, and did longer last:
Already this hot cock in bush and tree,